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ANECDOTE OF ROB ROY MACGREGOR. 
Concluded from Page 28. 

Tie morning was now far advanced, and 

kob Roy having proposed to Percy to remain 

by the wounded knight, till he could procure 


OE 


BOSTON, SATURDAY, APRIL 10, 1819. 





| 


















No. 22. 






HiNRY BOWEN, DEVONSHIRE-STREET......PRIcE—$2,50 per annum,—payable half-yearly in advance. 





that her spirits were much depressed, and 
her frame greatly enervated; and she was 
terrified at the foaming spray that dashed 
against the bounding prow of the vessel ; but 
Rob Roy soothed her fears with assurances 
of safety.—As they proceeded, Sir James 
ofien requested to be put on shore, as he 


a boat and to transport them to the castle of | dreaded to encounter the vengeance of the 
**e*** loft the party for a little. —Having | injured chieftain; but though this was refus- 
soon obtained a boat, be returned to the raia, | ed, our hero promised to intercede for him, 
and the party took leave of the gloomy re- | and soften the anger of the insulted *****. 


cess which had concealed them for several 
days. Sir James, unable to walk, was carri- 
ed to the shore and placed in the bow along 
with bis servant, and the young lady, with 
Percy and Rob Roy who managed the helm, 
took their seats inthe stern of the boat. 

Sir James and Percy were young men of 
family from England. They were visitors at 
the castle of *****, under particular recom- 
mendations to the chief. Both had become 
enamoured of his daughter; but their pas- 
sions were not equally pure. One evening 
when walking aiong the shore not far from 
her father’s castle, the lady was persuaded to 
go along with them into a boat to enjoy the 
sea breeze. The servanis of Sir James, 
previously instructed, managed the boat, and 
left the shore at a considerable distance. 
Night came on, and she becoming alarmed, 
remonstrated against their remaining longer 
on the water, urged the distress which her 
absence must occasion, and entreated their 
instant retarn. Sir James declared his pas- 
sion, and his intention of carrying her to his 
own country to make her happy. Percy, 
till now ignorant of his friend’s design, argu- 
ed upon the impropriety of his conduct, but 
in vain; and it being impossible for him to 
employ any othet means at that time, he was 
constrained to silence, hoping that some for- 
tunate incident would occur, when he might 
rescue the young lady. From this consider- 
ation, and the love which he himself had for 
her, he was induced to continue along with 
her to protect her from insylt: and sir James, 
not aware of his feelings or intentions, fre- 
quently urged his assistance to overcome the 
scruples of the lady, at which he constantly 
spurned. Without any kowledge of the 
country, they had wandered for some days, 
from shore to shore; until accident led them 
to the concealment, where our hero as acci- 
dentally discovered them. 

In returning to the castle of ***** the 
voyage was protracted by numerous conflict- 
ing tides, which render the navigation of the 
western seas intricate and hazardous. The 
young lady’s mind had saffered such agitation, 
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The boat at last approached the destined 
harbour. It was descried from the lofty tur- 
rets of the castle *****, long ere it reached 
the shore, and the whole inhabitants were as- 
sembled on the beach, anxious for its arrival. 
The joy of the chief of ***** cannot be de- 
scribed, when he embraced his daughter, who 
nearly fainted in his arms. ‘There, *****! 
said Macgregor, “1 restore your child at the 
peril of my own life. Let not your clan 
again say, that Rob Roy Macgregor is incapa- 
ble of generosity to them, though they have 
often wronged him.’ ‘ Noble, brave Mac-! 
gregor!" replied the chief, shaking him by the | 
hand,‘ you have done me service never to be, 
forgotten. Ere long you shall be a free man. | 
My interest is great, and it shall be exerted | 
to recall the decree that hangs over you.’ 
Approaching the boat, he observed sir James | 
and Percy. He instantly drew bis sword, | 
and ran towards them, exclaiming— Villains !” | 
—but Rob Roy interposed, and said * Stop, | 
*#*** 1 your hospitality has been abused, and | 
your anger is-just; but | have pledged my | 
honour that the life of sir James shall be safe, | 
and it must be so. As for Percy, he is your | 
friend, and has been the means of preserving | 
your daughter’s honour. ‘Treat bim as such. | 
Take neither the life of sir James, nor fur- 
ther maim him, but do with him else what 
you see fit... The vassals of the chief who 
stood by, were with difficulty restrained from 
plunging their dirks to the heart of sir James, 
who was conveyed to the dungeon-keep of 
the casile. 

The return of the chiet’s daughter was | 
celebrated by many days of festivity and 
mirth, during which Rob Roy was = 


by every mark of attention and respect from 
w--+- and his clan; and having received their 
hearty acknowledgments he set sail, and ar- 
rived in safety at his own home. Soon afier, 
Percy was married to the chief of ----- 8 
daughter; and after a few weeks of salutary 
confinement, sir James was alowed to depart, 
and he set off immediately for his own coun- 
try. 

Though our hero, during his residence in 











Argyllshire, was secure from his enemies, he 
was nevertheless in a situation that precluded 
him from other advantages which he consid- 
ered of importance to his family ; and the 
chief of ----- having kept his promise, Rob 
Roy received a letter from him containing a 
remission of the outlawry that had been pro- 
claimed against him, so that he was now at 
liberty to go where he pleased, without any 
personal danger. He consequently relinquish- 
ed his possession in Argyll, and returned to 
Balquidder the soil of his nativity; but he 
continued occasionally to revisit it, as he had 
many friends, and several relations there who 
showed all manner of kindness and attention. 


BEES. 

Tue produce of bees is more profitable 
than the generality of persons may be in- 
clined to imagine, and the time bestowed up- 
on them is seldom uselessly employed. 

A French bishop being about to make his 
annual wasitation, sent word to a certain cu- 
re.c, whose ecclesiastical benefice was ex- 
tremely trifling, that he meant io dine with 
him; at the same time requesting that he 
would not put himself to any extraordinary 
expense,—T he curate promised to attend to 
the bishop’s suggestion, but he did not keep 
his word, for he provided a most sumptuous 
entertainment. His lordship was much sur- 
prised, but could not help censuring the con- 
duct of the curate, observing that it was high- 
ly ridiculous in a man whose circumstances 
were so narrow, to launch out into: such ex- 
pense, nay, almost to dissipate his entire 
income ina single day.—‘* Do not be uneasy 
on that score, my lord,” replied the curate, 
“ for | assure you that what you now see is 
not the produce of my curacy, which I bestow 
exclusively upon the poor.” ‘Then you 
have a patrimony, sir!” said the bishop. ‘ No 
sir.” “ You speak in riddles: how do you 
then do?” “My lord, | have a convent of 
young damsels here, who do not let me want 
for any thing.” ‘ llow! vou have a convent! 
—I! did not know that there was one in this 
neig hbourbood. ‘This is all very strange 
very unaccountable, Mr. Curate.” ‘ You are 
jocular, my lord,’—* But come, sir, | entreat 
that you. would solve the enigma; I would 
fain see the convent.” “ So you shall, my lord, 
after dinner; and I promise you that your 
lordship shall be satistied with my conduct.” 

Accordiogly when dinner was over, the 
curate conducted the prelate to a large enclo- 
sure, entirely occupied by bee-hives, and 
pointing to the latter, observed, “ this, my 
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lord, is the convent which gave us our din- | 
ner; it brings me in about 1800 livres per | 
annum, upon which I live very comfortably, 
and with which | centrive to entertain my | 
cuests genteelly.”” The surprise and -satis- | 
faction of the bishop at this discovery may | 
easily be conceived. The sequel! of the story | 
informs us that afierwards, whenever a cu- | 
rate made application to his lordship for on | 
improved living, he would only reply, * keep 
hees—keep bees.” 
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INTERESTING NARRATIVE. 

Donatp Arcuer, a grazier near Paisley in | 
Scotland, had long kept a fine dog for the 
purpose of attending his cattle on the moun- 
iains, a service the animal performed with | 
the utmost vigilance. ‘The grazer having a 
young puppy given him by a friend, brought | 
it home to his house, and was remarkably 
fond of it; whenever the puppy was carressed, 
the old sheep dog would snarl and appear 
greatly dissatisfied ; and. wheo at times it 
came to eat with old Bratus, a dislike was 
evident, which at last made him leave the 
house ; and notwithstanding every search was | 
made afier him by his master, he could not 
be found. 

About four years after the dog had eloped, 
the grazier had been driving aherd of cattle 
to a neighbouring fair, where he disposed of 
them, received his money, and was bent on 
returning home. He had preceeded near ten 
iniles on his journey, when be was overtaken 
by a tempest of wind and rain, that raged | 
with such violence as to cause him to look-| 
for a place of shelter. A smoke that came 
from some bushes convinced him that he was 
i ear a house, to which he thought it was pra- 
cent to go, that he might leara where he was, 
and procure refreshment; accordingly he 
crossed a path and came to a door, knocked, 
and demanded admission ; the landlord, a sur- 
ly looking fellow, gave him an invitation to 
enter and be seated in a room that wore but 
a very indifferent aspect. Our traveller was 
hardly before the fire, when he was saluted 
with every degree of surprise and kindness, 
by his former dog, old Brutus, who came 
wagging his tail, and demonstrating all the 
gladness he could express. Archer immedi- 
ately knew the animal, and was astonished at 
so unexpectedly finding him so many miles 
from home. 

After a short conversation with the land- 
lord, he was called to a room, and left to take 
his repose. It is necessary to observe, that 
from the first moment of Archer’s arrival, the 
dog had not left him a moment, but had even 
followed him into the chamber, where he 
placed himself under the bed, unperceived by 
the landlord. The door being shut, our trav- 
eller revolved in his mind the singular ap- 
pearance of his old companion, his lonely 
situation, and the manners of those about the 
house; the whole of which tended to con- 
firm his suspicion of being in a place of dan- 
ger and uncertainty. His reflections were 
soon interrupted by the approach of the dog, 
who came fawning from under the bed; and 
by several very extraordinary gestures, en- 
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charms of Miss Ann Marr, a provincial belle; 
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deavoured to direct his attention to a particu- 
lar corner of the room, where he proceeded 
and saw a sight that called up every rr 
ment of horror: the floor was stained with | 
blood, that seemed to flow out of a closet! 
which was secured by a lock, which he at- | 
iempted toexplore but conld not open it. Not 
any longer doubting his siiuation, but consid- 
ering himself, as the next victim of the wretch- 
es in whose society he had got, he resolved to 
sell his life as dear as possible ; and to perish 
in the attemptor effect his deliverance. With 
this determination he pulled out his pistols, | 
and softly opened the door, honest Brutas at 
his heels, with his shaggy hair erect, like the 
bristles of a boar, bent on destruction: he | 
reached the bottom of the stairs with as much 
caution as possible, and listened with attention | 
for afew minutes, when he heard a conversa- 
tion, that was held by several persons, whom 

he had not seen when he came into the house, 

which left him no room to doubt of their in- 

tentions. The villainous landlord was in- | 
forming them, in a low tone, of the boaty they 
would find in the possession of his guest, and 
the moment they were to murder him, for | 
that purpose. Alarmed as Archer was, he 

immediately concluded that no time was to be 

lost in doing his best endeavours to save his 

life; be therefore, without hesitation. the | 














in among them, and fired his piste! at the 
landlord, who fell from his seat ; the rest of 
his gang were struck, while the grazier made 
for the door, let himself out and fled with 
rapidity, followed by the dog. A musket was 
discharged after him, but fortunately did not 
do any injury. With all the speed that dan- 
ger could create, he ran, until the day light 
presented a house, and the main road at no 
great distance. To this house he immediate- 
ly went, and related all that he had seen, to 
the landlord, who immediately called up a 
recruiting party, that were quartered upon 
him; the sergeant of which accompanied the 
grazier, in search of the house in the wood. 
On entering the house, they therefore began 
to explore the appartments, and found ia the 
very closet, the appearance of which bad 
led the grazier to altempt his escape, the 
murdered remains of a traveller, who has 
since been advertised through all the country. 
On coming into the lower room, the dog be- 
gan to rake the earth near the fire place, 
with his feet, in such a manner as raised the 
curiosity of all present; the sergeant ordered 
the place to be dug up, when a trap door was 
discovered, which. ~ being opened, was found 
to contain the man, ' bodies of many that 
had been murdered,» ‘he Jandlord himself, 
who was not quite dead, though he had been 
shot through the neck by the grazier. The 
wretches, in their quick retreat, had thrown 
him in amongst those who had formerly fell 
victims to their cruelty, supposing him past 
recovery; he was, however, cured of his 
wounds and brought to justice, tried, found 
guilty and executed. 


COURTSHIP BY PUNS. 
A certain Mr. Parr being smitten with the 





whom he met at Harrowgate, was exceeding- 
ly perplexed to contrive how to open his 
heart to her. At length he met her, and it was 
for the last time that season, at a public break- 
fast :—and in the dread of losing her forever, 
he resolved even there to make a desperate 
effort to pop the question. Fortune favored 
the attempt. It chanced that opposite the 
gentleman there was a plate of Parmesan 
cheese and near the lady stood a chrystal 
dish with Marmelade. “ Will you dome the 
honor to accept of a little Par, Miss Ann?’ 
said the lover, with a look full of meaning 
and moving his hand towards the cheese. 
“Teil me first,” replied the damsel with ad- 
mirable readiness, lifting at the same time the 
top of the chrystal, “ whether or not you are 
fond of Marr, my lad 2°—* Aboye all things 
m existence!” exclaimed the enraptured 
youth. The offers were mutually accepted, 
and understood as pledges of personal attach- 
ment by the parties, although no body else 
apprehended the equivoque, or discovered any 
thing in the transaction but common place 
civility. The treaty thus opened, was soon 
ratitied, and Miss Ann Marr was invested with 
the titles of Mrs. Parr. 


—— 


efccsunt of that extraordinary Production of Na- 
ture, the RUSSIAN LAMB.—The most extraor- 
dinary of the curiosities of Little Tartary, is the 
Lamb of Muscovy, which grows between the two 
great rivers, the Don and the Wolga. This plant is 
remarkable for possessing @ great portion of the ani- 
mal nature. It is Yor this reason called the Animal 
Plant: as also Zoophytes. The fruit is of the size 
of a gourd, or mellon; it has the figure of « sheep, 
all the limbs of which are discoverable. It is fasten- 
ed to the earth by the navel, upon a stalk of two 
feet im length. It always leans towards the grass, 
and the plants that grow round it, and changes its 
place as much as the stump will suffer. When the 
fruit comes to maturity, the stelk dies. It is cov- 
ered with a hairy skin, frizzied like that of a lamb 
just lambed ; and this skin serves it as afurto de- 
fend itfrom the cold, It is further observed, that 
this plant never cics, til it can no longer find any 
grass to nourish it.—The fruit yields a juice like 
blood, when it is teken from the stalk. 
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Then in this happy isle, a POPE'S pore strain, 

Sought the rapt soul to charm, nor sought in vain; 

A polished nation’s praise aspired to claim, 

And raised the peopic’s, as the poet’s fame. 

Byron. 

Pupe was no poet,—As we have a little interest in 
the Commonwealth of Literature, this assertion is 
somewhat grating to our ears. From our earliest 
childpood we have been taught to look upon Pope as 
among the first of poets—aud it “sounds queerly at 
this day, to heapthat claim denied.—At the same 
time, we are not to be swayed by youthful associa- 
tions of ideas—should sce have urgnmwent and fact 
against us. Even Homer, were he to be assailed, 
and accused of ‘ siealing’—and of the want of * Im- 
agination’ to be denied every thing, indeed, but 
ingenuity’—we should be quite as passive to the 
power of effective criticism, and relinguish our old 
favourite, if not withoul regret or a murmur,—at 
least with the belief that it was only what was re- 
quired of us by these enligltened days, and this 
age—not of reason—but of * Imagination’.—Before 
however, we surrender Pope, we wish to ae 
the reason why, and what we shall bave substitute 
for his moral, intelligible, and harmonious verse. 
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upon what is called the artificial’—this is acknowl- 
edged.—And yet the very kind of expressions that 
crew out of those ‘artificial’ subjects, which he 
‘chose to write upon’—are condemned.—‘ He is 
vilty and sensible, and often moralises well, but these 
do not constitute poetry, though they may all in their 
turn serve as materials for it to work upon.’ And is 
there nothing beside these in the poetry of Pope? 
Does he use them but as* materials for it to work 
upon?” And as the use of them is allowed to others, 
surely they are not denied to him? “ Even in art 
(continned the Reviewer) one thing is not, as it 
were, hinded by another, buf is put down directly be- 
fore us. by a kind ef visible manual accumulation, 
or set immediately opposite to something else by a 
jxboriously ingenious antithesis.” This seems to be 
the great reason why Pope is not allowed the name 
of a Poet, Uvery thing about him is too plain ;— 
common miuds can understand bim as well as poets ; 
he bas ingenuity’? indeed—bat no imagination’—no 
‘finey*’. Is the * Rape of the Lock cited’: the an- 
cwer is * a good deal is parody’—what part of it we 
wonder? *the machinery is borrowed’—not s/olen 
reader though Pope never acknowledged he ‘ bor- 
rowed’ it: ‘aud the beings used in it are as old as 
our language and have been described much better 
many times before’: Berkely said of this poem ‘ that 
be had now exhibited boundless fertility of inven- 
iion’——in * Cibber’s lives, we find the following 
testimony. ‘In Mr. P. nothing is so truly original as 
his Rape of the Lock nor discovers so much inren- 
lion’: and Dr. Johnson speaking of the same poem 
says ‘It is not likely that any felicity like the dis- 
covery of anew race of preternaiural agents should 
happén twice to the same men,’ And is there noth- 
ig but ‘ingenuity’ in his other works? Hear once 
ore an author to whom we have referred: ‘ His 
other work which discovers invention, fine design- 
ing, and admirable execution is his JJunciad.’ 

Acain, this Reviewer asks the question seriously, 
‘Can Mr. Hazlitt come from reading the old poets, 
or those of this day, and take up the Epistle of 
Eloisa and Abelard, and feel his eye moisten, or his 
heart move ?? as though Abelard and Eloisa was act 
as moral or as affecting a story as that of the ‘ Cor- 
sair? *Marmion’ or * Betty Foy? Is it not more 
intelligible and feeling than any that Wardsworth, 
Byron or Scott has writien? Is there no pathos, no 
imagivation, no fancy in the § Elecy on an uufortu- 
nate young lady?’ And does not this critic know 
what Addison has said in his Spectator of his * Essay 
on Criticism ?? Or, will he say that Addison is no 
: his *Temple of Fame’ was 
‘borrowed?’ from Chaucer: we must say nothing of 
that: but in our opinion, hac Pope written nothing 

t his * Dying Christion’: he would be entitled to a 
high seat among poets in that celebrated ‘ ‘Temple.’ 

Put let us understand whom this Reviewer would 
sive us in the place of Pope, and what are his ideas 
ef poetry. Mr. Wardsworth then appears to be his 

model; and from what he has let fall in regard to 
him, we have been led to the conclusion, that by 
poctry, he means, what the ‘larger portion of man- 
kind ‘were not born to understand ;’ or in other 
words, it is only for a few ‘ fine spirits’ like himself 
lor whom poetry is or ought to be written. This 
poetry which alone should be called genuine has ‘ pe- 
culiar beauties’ ond * Mr. W. must remember that it 
is but a small class of society that can see or feel 
them.’ All else will be termed * mysticiem.’ * That 
which ie more obvious, and no doubt very good, is 
what pleases the world at lurge, and they are grati- 
fied with the thought, that they have a sense of the 
whole.’ And where is the poet who would not wish 
to have it so? And is not that the best poetry which 
is the simplest ; and that the most useful which is the 
most calculated to be generally understood and felt? 
And, finally, who will dare array himself against the 
opinion of Dr. Johnson? * After all this,” says the 
Dr. “itis surely superfluous to answer the question 
that has once been asked, ‘whether Pope was a 
Poet? otherwise than by asking in return, if Po 
be nota poct, where is poetry to be found? to cir- 


cumscribe poetry by a definition, will only vee Ad 
definer ; though a definition w! 


, rs ; 
mage: The we i ot 


harrowness of 








It is not because he has ‘ chosen to write so muchshallex clude Pope will not easily be made. 
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Let us 
look round upon the present fime, and back upon 
the past, let us enquire to whom the voice of man- 
kind has decreed the wreath of Poetry; let their 
productions be examined, and their claims stated, 
and the pretensions of Pope will be no more dis- 
puted.” I, 





For the Weekly Magazine. 


SOLUTIONS of ENIGMAS IN OUR LAST. 
1. Back street; 4. Sumrme street ; 
2. State street; 5. Lincoln street ; 
3. Court street; 6. Market street. 


ENIGMA’S continued from our 
7. Half of an apology, five sixths of a broad 
sword. 
8. A large Lake. 
9. A flower, half of an abode, and the initial of 


last. 


a tree. 
10. 
time. 
il. 
half a trader. 
12. Three sevenths of a prayer, and four fifths 
of a gold coin. 


Half of a sharp sword, four fifths a space of 


Three fourths of au equal companion, and 


CONUNDRUM.---Why is Boston Alms House 
like Nahant rocks. 
Answer.—Because there is a Sarge—on there. 


o=~se 
For the Weekly Magazine 


MISS TURNER'S EXHIBITION. 

We understand that thé annual exhibition and 
ball of this accomplished Instructress in dancing 
will take place on the 15th instant, Miss Turner’s 
abilities to teach the art which she professes have 
never been doubted. The public have already wit- 
uessed her exhibitions, and her scholars have never 
been excelled by the pupils of any other school in 
town, We hope that liberality which has always 
distinguished Bostonians will be displayed on the 
present oceasion, by a ful] and fashionabie audience 
to witness this exhibition. 

Oy" Tickets may be 
Hall, and at this office. 


had at the Bar, Concert 





A FRENCH ANECDOTE. 


The wife of an Englishman of Jistinction recently 
died in Paris. ‘The busboud was meonsolable at his 
loss, and would not quit the mortal remains of his 
once dear partner. He cirected the preperations 
for the funeral, and acco.npanied the sepulchral pro- 
cession to the burial-ground of Pere-la-Chaise. On 
arriving there, he requested that a spot of ground 
might be assigned him fr the grave, the exorbitant 
demand for which is, alas! but too cenerally known, 
He was told the price of it would be 100 francs per 
yard, and a donation of 50 francs to the poor. “ You 
will require two yards,” said they, “ consequently 
you must pay 250 francs.” At these words, the Eng- 
lishman took out of his pocket two pieces of 20 
francs each, and pointing to the coffin containing tha 
body of his late wife, in a weeping voice answered :-- 
Let her body be intered upright! 


The Booksellers in England are alarmed by prose- 


cutions being commenced under the old law, which 


forbids the sale of eny Bibles or Prayes Books, unless 
such as are printed at the King’s or Univerity Press- 
es. 
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SUMMARY OF NEWS. 
New-York, April 6. 


Brig Holkar.—It will be recollected that about a 
month since, we received, by way of St. Domingo 
and Charleston, a vague account of this vessel’s hav- 
ing foundered on the voyage from Curracoa to this 
port, in which it was stated that the captain, mate, 
and some of the men took to the long-boat, and it was 
feared had perished, &c. But the following extract 
of a letter from an officer of the sloop Flag of Truce, 
of this port, to his friend here, dated at Havana, 10th 
March, explains in part the mystery, and leaves little 
doubt that the Holkar was taken, and the officers 
and passengers murdered by her owncrew! 

** We sail this day for New-Orleans. We have 
on board, a prisoner, one of the crew of the brig Hol- 
kar, of New-York, who has been taken here by some 
persons who knew him.---The fellow acknowledges 
the whole, and it is shocking to hear how they mur- 
dered the passenger who lay asléep in his birth. Af- 
ter murdering the captain and the crew on deck, they 
entered the eabin, and thrust a harpoon three times 
into the passenger before it held sufficiently to draw 
him out, when they threw him overboard. The pris- 
oner is a mulatto ; he thinks he shall get clear by turn- 
ing state’s evidence. Another of the Holkar’s crew, 
who was here, has gone to Charleston. 


REPUBLIC OF HAYTI. 


The following Decree has been issued by the Presi- 
dent of the Republic of Hayti. 

‘Jean P. Boyer, President of the Republic of 
Hayti, seeing that the Public Edifices require repairs, 
that the Plouters are m want of materials to construct 
necessary buildings, decrees, that until the 3ist 
Dec. 1819, Lumber of all descriptions (except 
Spars) may be imported free of duty and wharfage, 
into all the Ports of the Republic.” 

[Sigued at Port-au-Prince, March 1, 1819.]} 


At the S. J. Court at Concord, Daniel Smith was 
convicted of having in his possession a set of monlds 
for casting tilver coin, together with other implements 
suitable for the above business. He also, plead guilty 
to two other indiclments, one for having 145 bills in 
his possession, the other for passing a ten dollar bill. 
He was sentenced to the state prison for five years, 
eleven days solitary confinement. 





MARRIED, 
In this town, by the Rev. Mr. Ballou, Mr. Heary 
Dwing, to Miss Elizabeth Mallish. 
In Worcester, Rev. Geo. Angel, of Southbridge, 
to Miss Rebecca Thorndike. 
In Newport, Mr. Joseph D. Benton, of Fryberg, 
(Mass.) to Miss Jane W. Clarke, daughter of the 
late Mr. James Clarke, of N. 


Ps DIED, 


In this town, on Wednesday evening, Mrs. Sa- 
rah, widow of the late Samuel Dunn, Fsq aged 58. 

In Salem, Caroline Wetmore, davghter of Judge 
Story, aged 6 years. 

In Ipswich, Mr. Samuel Lord, aged 90; he was an 
officer at the taking of Lourbowrg and Quebec. 





~ BOSTON THEATRE. 


MR. WILLLAMS BENEFIT. 


ON MONDAY EVENING, APRIL 10, 
Will be performed (for the first time this season) Dia 
mond’s celebrated Play, in five acts called 
ADRIAN and ORILLA. 
Ora Mothers TF engeance. 
efiter which an admired =. in one act, 
called 


THE AMERICAN TAR, 
Or Harlequin Ship Wee k. 


To which will be added the grand Pantomime « 
BRAZEN M.A5K 











EE 
CABINET OF APOLLO. 
FOR THE WEEKLY MAGAZINE, | 
a | 
TO EMELINE, 
Le thine the friendship of a chosen few, 
To every virtue uniformly true ; 
Be thine the converse of some kindred mind, 
Candid to ull, but not to errors blind ; 
Prudent to check or warn unguarded youth, 
And guide thy steps m innocence and truth. 


‘Those who regard, will fulsome language wave, 

And in the friend sincere, forget the slave ; 

Will make, like me, your happiness ifs care, 

Nor wink at specks, that render you less fair. 

From boeks, too, draw much profit and delight, 

At early morning, and at latest night ; 

But far, O far, from thy chaste eyes remove 

The bloated page that paints licentious love, 

That wakes the passions, but not mends the heart, | 

And only leads to infamy and art : 

Let Apprson’s and Jonnson’s moral page, 

And Hawxsworrn's pleasing style thy hours 

engage. 

From Mitton fee] the warm poetic fire, 

Whom all the nymphs of Helicon inspire, 

With Tompson round the varied seasons rove ; 

His chaste ideas every heart improve. 

Let tuneful Pore instruct you bow to sing, 

To frame the lay, and raise the trembling wing. 

Let deathless SHAKESPEARE, natures favorite 

child, 

Great above measure, and sublimely wild, 

Of buman manners give the picture true, 

Forever changing and forever new.— 

Such be thy joys; and through this varied life, 

Whether a maid, a mother, or a wife, 

May fair.content, forever fill thy breast, 

And not an anxious care disturb thy rest ; 

May love the purest passion of the skies, 

Play round thy heart, and sparkle in thine eyes! 

May all thy worth be virtues sweet reward, 

And goodness only claim thy just regard! 

And when this busy scene of life is o’er, 

And vain illusions vex the heart no more, 

Mid’st brightest saints, O may I meet my dear, 

And feel that love improved, | cherished here. 
OcTAVIAN. 





FOR THE WEEKLY MAGAZINE. 
EPIGRAM. 

‘A friend to Scandal is a Brute”: 

And do you this plain maxim doubt ? 

Then be convine’d beyond dispute— 

See, Enwry, wholesale deals it out ! 





FOR THE WEEKLY MAGAZINE. 


RECOLLECTIONS. 
| nove to dwell on things gone by ; 
To think of those who were the dearest ; 
To gaze on space, to heave the sigh, 
Where once I met them who were nearest: 
To ken the thought: however keen, 
That mingled with my youthful scene. 


That Balm of Gilead, thrifty now 





WEEKLY MAGAZINE. 


* Before my Father's door’—I planted ; 
The twig 1 pluck’d from off a bough, 
And piac’d it im the spot he granted : 

A pecriess tree, now broad and high, 

It tells how years and moments fly. 


That verdant plain, where once | play’d, 
And nimble chas’d the * Ball a flying,’ 
Or drove the hoop ; or kite display’d ; 
Or mark’d the chirping insect dying :* 


Recall those joys that once were sweet, 
And innocent without deceit. 


Those ruins there t I well may love, 
And sighing too my School remember ; 
For on that spot | oft have strove, 

To be among the favour’d number ; 
And often too, for task unread, 

Have felt the pedants hand of lead ! 


That lofty spire I love to see, 

For ‘neath its dome in youth I chanted, 
The notes of David's minstrelsy,’— 

And gain’d the food, that most is wanted : 
That food of life that feeds the soul, 

And calms it when the billows roll. 


That coffin’d stone, and church-yard near, 
Where oft I’ve rov’d in musing wonder ; 
Bring fresh to mind those friends once dear, 
Now, still in death, the cold clod under: 
The tears I weep, are tears of Joy— 

I bore the yoke while yet a boy.’ 


But must I love that sacred home, 

Where I was nurs’d and bred in kindness ; 
But Fancy led me young to rome, 

And suffer strangely for my b'indness : 

Then soon may Home my wishes crown, 
With all the household Gods my own. U. 





* One of my favourite amusements when a boy | 
was to see the Grashopper creep to the top of aspire 


of grass in the Autumn of the year, and watch the | 
decay of life. 
t+ The old school house in my native place was | 


burnt down a few years since ; and the remains of it 
are still left there: A new one has been built a short 
distance from the spot. 





SELECTED. 


TO A LADY. 


The traveller, on distant shores 
That Ganges’ waters lave, 
Or where th’ Atlantic madly roars, 
And curls its foaming wave ; 
Oft seems to fee] the social fire 
That warms his native home, 
And sees around his aged sire 
His wife and children come. 
Whate’er I do, where’er I rove, 
So turn my thoughts to thee, my love ! 


In quest of food, the beautious dove 
Deserts her tender care, 
And bounding with maternal love, 
Shoots through the liquid air ; 
But as her trembling pinions fly, 
And waft her swift along, © 


Ceaseless she hears her nestlings cry 





The distant woods among. 
Whate’er I do, where’er | rove, 
So turn my thoughts to thee, my love. 


When the bold sailor shapes his course, 
Along the pathless sea, 
Th’ unerring needle his resource 
To guide his weary way ; 
Though rudely turn’d, as billows rise, 
And fierce and fury roll, 
Still to the north it faithful hies, 
Still trembles to the pole. 
Whate’er I do, where’er I rove, 


So turn my thoughts to thee, my love! 
IaaaalaEaEaaaEaE eae eee 


AMUSEMENT. 





INDIAN COURTSHIP, 
From Heckewelder’s account of the Indian nations 
that once wmnhabited Pennsylrania. 

‘** An aged Tudian, who for many years had spent 
much of his time among the white people both in 
Pennsylvania and New-Jersey, one day about the 
year 1770 observed, that the Indians had not only a 
much easier way of getting a wife than the whites, 
but were also more certain of getting a good one; 
** For,” said he in his broken English, ** White man 
court—court—may be one whole year!—may be 
two years before he marry !—Well!—May be then 
got very good wife—but may be not /—May be very 
cross '—Well! now suppose cross !—Scold so soon as 
get awake in the morning ! !—Scold all day !—Scold 
until sleep !—all one—he must keep him*™ /—White 
people have law forbidding throwing away wife, be he 
ever so cross—must keep him always!—Well how 
does Indian do ?—Indian—when he see industrious 
squaw which he like—he go to him—place bis two 
fore-fingers close aside each other, make two look 
like one—then look squaw in the face—see hem 
sinile—which is al] one he say YES!—so he take hem 
home—no danger he be cross! No—no—Squaw 
know too well what Indian do, if he cross! Throw 
him away and take another! Squaw love to eat 
meat! No husband—no meat!—Squaw do every 
thing to please husband—he do every thing to please 


Squaw—live happy!” 





*The pronouns in the Indian language, have no 
feminine gender. 


EFFECTS OF OLD AGE, 


A celebrated Belle, in one of the Southern cities, 
who attracted very general admiration for her vivac- 
ity and fine person, was addressed among others b 
an old bean. This gentleman possessed great gal- 
lantry of disposition, and not a little vanity, and one 

| day after taking the hand of the lady he ventured 
| to touch her arm, and said, ‘ How does that feel my 
|dear?? ‘ It feels as if old age was creeping upon me,’ 
| quickly replied the lady. 


CURE FOR DISCONTENT. 


Lockman, the celebrated Persian moralist, relates 
the following story of himself: ‘* L was once, (says 
he,) so poor that i bad not wherewith to buy mea 
- of shoes, and was obliged to go barefooted. 
owever patient | had been till then, | had become 
very dissatisfied with my lot, and entered the Tem- 
ple of Cuffa extremely melancholly and discontent- 
ed. I there saw a man who had no legs: reflecting 
on hig condition, | no longer complained of want- 
ing shoes but gave thanks to God, from the bottom 
of my heart, that I could still walk, though bare- 
footed.—How much better is it, thought I, to be 
without legs! If this poor man could recover his 


legs, how extatic would be his joy, though he should - 


have no shoes.” 


(> PRINTING OF ALL KINDS 
Executed in a Neal and Elegant Style, at this Office. 














